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Fx av WEET, pretty pratler of the C-—-, 
RA The Maid of Honour's daily ſport ; 
IN Dear, trifling teizer of the mules, 

= Whom every ſoul alive abuſes; 
What whim inſpir d thy ſtupid brain, 
To plague us in heroic ſtrain ? 
Quitting thy doggrel ſing- ſong rhime, 
In hopes to reach the grand ſublime. 

Ty learn'd Epiſtle well deſcrib'd, 

The little rules you firſt imbib'd ; 
How happy you! the only -— 
Could ever read or write one word: 
How ſmartly you expoſe the reſt 
By characters that ſuit thee beſt ! 
So juſtly drawn, at firſt fight known, 
Shining 1n talents all your own. * 
How amiable to us appears, 8 
The progreſs of your infant years! IR 
The child could read as ſoon as ſuck, 
One hand the bub, one held the book ; 
Such knowledge ſhewn, ev'n at the breaſt, 
Nurſe {wore he'd be a Judge at leaſt. 
Being no -----, you had no patent 
To let your nat'ral parts lie latent; 
As maſter muſt not be a fool, 
E'er you could go, you're n to ſchool, 
That the hid ſeeds of genial ſenſe, 
Might thrive by learning's infſuence: 
Where ſoon to ſuch a height they ſprung, 
(Like winter muſhrooms rais'd by dung) 
You quicker learn'd than they could teach, 
And all without one ſmarting b—ch ; 
Fond mamma thought a rod but ſpoil 
The genius of a witty child. 
How ſoon you did ſtrange Latin ſpeak! 
And call'd the boys hard names in Greek / 
| Nay, every day improv'd ſtill faſter, 
Til you out-run the very. maſter ; 
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To finiſh neat the whole that's wanted, 


The ſtripling was to c tranſplanted ; + 


But theſe, alas! the Greet and Latin, 
Were dropp'd for velvet, paint and fatin; 
All muſty, heatheniſh, rules laid by, 
The art of politicks to try; 

Chang d to a weather-cock of S----, 

To fave a ſinking S- s fate. 

THE farce could never be compleat, 
Till with the -— he claim'd his ---—- 
Thrice happy now the h of —-- 
Learn ye grey-beards from his green years! 
There gulp down wiſdom from his mouth, 
That ſource of honour, ſenſe and truth. 

CoULD the Divine ſpend time no better, 
Than writing thee a ſerious letter? 

Were his tithes free from all diſpute ? 
No ſtubborn Atheiſt to confute ? 

No duel orthodox to lift in? 

No wedding, or no brat to chriſten ? 
That thus he'd load your little head, 
Too full of maggots it had bred. 

How could you for fuch ſtuff have leiſure, 
Fatigu'd *twixt buſineſs and pleaſure ! 
But when your GooDNess thought it fit, 
To grace his dulneſs with your wit, 
You might have mounted pick-a-pack, 
Your raree-ſhow upon your back, 

As Savoyards from ſtreet to ſtreet 
Accoſt each paſſenger they meet. 

SEE, Sir, theſe ſtaring things in E—, 
That huff and ſtrut to frighten vermin : 
A S-—n great that can't indite, 

Theſe 8 that can't write: 
Some people pawning v—-- and ſouls, 
Some men made great becauſe they're tools, 
Thoſe tearing military blades, 
Whoſe courage lies in their cockades ; 
(Or a new paradox by urging) 
The maidens ſix, without one v 

Ok told him, how you fool away 
In ſhow or nonſenſe night and day : 

A thouſand things of equal worth, 
With equal wit you might ſet forth; 


(5) 
And not have ink'd that pretty hand, 
With matters you'll ne'er underftand. 
Bor in the name of ev'ry wonder, 
How came uu thus on P--pe to blunder ? 
If in a filly waſpiſh mood, 
Reſolv'd to laſh at all that” 8 good. 
Virtue and honour to beſpatter, 
By ſquirting out unmeaning fatyr ; 
Thought you the world wou'd take that handle, 
To patroniye your ſenſeleſs ſcandal ? 
(Such ſtuff as makes een ( puke) 
And not your folly, Sir, — 
IN your own ſphere you might have found, 

Some proper mark, for you to wound; 
Fools open to 3 feeble thruſt, 
Who'd take your tinſel wit on truſt; 
If you muſt write, on coxcombs fall, 
That can't or won't return the ball; 
Or jirk your panegyrick aſſes, 
That ſpurious offspring of Parnaſſus; 
Or vrite ſome comments to explain 
The myſtick works of C—#'s brain. 
Thus light reflecting each dark ode on, 
Or criticize good Captain B—-z ; 
Or the poetick ſcene to vare, 
Fire out lampoons on lady M.. . y. 

UNRIVAL'D you may talk of faſhion, 
And quite new dreſs the whole ſhe- nation; 
Of various colours ſhew the grace, 
Where pink, where blue becomes the face; 
Point out the c..... coquets and ſaints, 
Which of them waſhes, and which paints; 
The ſmalleſt blot in life deſcry, 
Who ſquints, who pins her tail awry, 
Brilliant your genius here would ſhine, 
Give chit-chat life, and modes refine. 

BUT can your arm a weapon lift 

To battle P.....y, P...e, or &. ; 
In an ill hour the task you choſe, 
Be---s'd in rhime, be — it in proſe : 
Tis act the ſecond of the farce, 
Juſt as you duel you write verſe. 
A vanquiſh'd hero in the field, 

| And on — forc d to yicld 
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Let P=pe or P... y be the man, 
You quit your ſword, or drop your pen. 
Secure that M..... muſt ſtand, 
| Where you're its head, its heart, its hand. 
 PRay for the future be advis'd, 
Know you're not hated, but deſpis'd ; 
The world now ſcorns your little tricks, 
Your ſcraps of wit and politicks : 
Then writing fly, and leave that part 
To men of genius and of art ; 
Or if you ſtill for ſcribbling long, 
Why tag a rhime, or point a ſong. 
But you'll appear with better grace, 
Dreſs'd in the enſigns of your p. ...., 
The very eſſence of perfumes, 
The ſtar of balls and d r-—Ms 3 | 
The wonder of a Sunday croud, 
Aﬀected, foppiſh, vain and loud; 
Poppet all o'er in dreſs and feature, 
A very linſey-wolley creature; 
8 Neer made for uſe, juſt fit for ſhow, 
& Half wit, half fool, half man, half beau: „ 
Who'd ſpoil ſuch eyes for any book, | 
What blooming toaſt boaſt ſuch a look? 2 | 
Sao finely colour'd, ſuch a grace, . 
One takes it for my Lady's face; 
it As highly touch'd with niceſt care, 
The ſelf. ſame pert and filly air. kn, | 
TREE gifts of heav'n then proudly boaſt, | 
But talents miſapply d are loſt ; | 
Wiſdom ill ſuits a face ſo pretty, 
Content at moſt to be thought witty ; 
Let dirty patriots hold debate, "1 
1 In ſ. s ſhine, and mend the ſ. ., | 
[| Midſt a love ſpeech they ſurely ſpoil it, 
And cannot argue at a toilet; 
Sometimes they catch us by the ear, 
1 Whilſt eyes and noſes hold you dear. 
Ji Take then this kind adviſe as meant 
By him, who folly to prevent, 
; Or conquer e'er too ſtrong it grow, 
| 
| 


Proves he's your friend, tho' deem'd your toc. 
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An EP1STLE from a NOBLEMAN 70 4 ll 
Doctor of Divinity. In Anſwer 10 a2 
Latin Letter in Verſe. :- 7 


8 UPPLIANT your pardon firſt I muſt implore, 

(Dear Doctor!) that I've never wrote before: 
But in the conſtant buſtle of a court, 
Betwixt our forms, our bus'neſs, mu; our ſport ; 
Tho? you may think whole days are unenjoy'd, 
Yet ſcarce one moment paſſes unemploy d. 

IN the next place, when I declare how long 

I've taken leave of Greek or Latin ſong ; 
That all I learn'd from Doctor Freind at ſchool, 

By Gradus, Lexicon, or Grammar-rule ;_ 
Of Saphic, Lyric, or Iambic odes, 
Or Doctor King's machinary of gods, 
Has quite deſerted this poor Fohn-Trot head, 
And left plain native Ezgliſh in its ſtead : 
I'm ſure your courteous Rev'rence will "RE 
The homely way, in which you now receive 
Theſe hearty thanks, from an illiterate hand, 
For favours which I barely underſtand. . 

You know the Proverb ſays, That of a Cat, 

The creature's ſkin is all that you can get; 
So from no head you ever can receive 
More wit, than ſuch a head has got to give: 
Let for this reaſon then, my gracious friend, 
Gracious accept the all I have to ſend; 
Nor wonder that my brain no more aſfords, 7-1 
But recollect the privilege of L-—ds ; 
And when you ſee me fairly write my name, 
For England's ſake wilh all could do the fame. 
Nay, I perhaps could not ſo much have done, 
Had I been bred and born an eldeſt fon. 
A noble father's heir, ſpoil'd by his mother, 
Leaves learning always to his younger brother; 
Who at the bar muſt prate to earn a groat, 
Whilſt all cr bus'neſs is to dreſs and vote. 1 
THe very moment therefore I grew great, | 

A 2 titled heir to an eſtate, 
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N s * 
For fear my education might bely, 
By ſome mean badge of ſenſe, my quality ; 
That to good blood, by old preſcriptive rules, 
Gives right hereditary to be fools ; 

I ſtreight began upon a quite new ſcore, 
Neglected all that I had learn'd before ; 

And, not to ſeem a novice in my ſtate, 

Or 1gnorant what belong'd to being great, 
With little judgment, and good ſtore of de, 
took upon me always to decide: 

In every company was bold and loud, 

Behav'd myſelf as rudely as I could, 

And ner diſcours'd of ok [ underſtood. 

Tis thus among the great: If any one 

By chance has wit, fo aukwardly *tis ſhown, 
That tis a leſs misfortune to have none. 

For ſtill he goes on this erroneous rule, 

That no body with w can be a fool; 

Vet by example, at his own expence, 

Proves one may have it without common /en/e. 
For, void of prudence, and too vain of parts, 
How oft good heads have plainer ſhewn bad hearts? 


'F 1 When in obſcurity perhaps the /a/?, 
Without the ißt, Fad 2 paſt. 


Thus while to wit their ſole ambition tends, 


(Whilſt for one joke they give up fifty friends) 


i Tho' ncer adapted to a manly uſe, 


| But ſtill on trifles ſquander'd, or abuſe ; 
They think the world fo blind, and to admit, 


That dang rous flow of a licentious brain, 


All underſtanding 1 is compris d in cit. 


Which wanting ſkill its ardour to reſtrain, 
Converts to ill, like nouriſhment to pain. 
Perhaps you'll ſay, to its excuſe inclin d, 

If *tis an ill, tis of a pleaſing kind. 

I grant it ſuch, but ſtill tis a diſeaſe. 

Are calentures not ills becaufe they pleaſe ? _ 
Or who can call the Gout, or Stone a good, 
Becauſe engender'd by the richeſt blood ? 
Luxuriant branches ſhow a fertile root, 

But unzcitrain'd they bear but little fruit : 
So wit unprun'd, and wanting judgment's aid, 


Is the crude fruit of a good uſeleſs head. 
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Such wits are nought but glittering ignorance * 
What Monkeys are to men, they are to ſenſe; 
Imperfect mimicks, ludicrous and mean, 
Who often bite that fool they entertain. 
Their tricks may pleaſe, their quickneſs may furpriſs; ; 
At firſt we wonder, but at laſt deſpiſe. 
, The wiſe avoid ſuch animals with care, | 
And he who laughs the loudeſt, laughs in fear. 
True wit is reafon in her gayeſt ſtrain; 
That can at once inform and entertain: 
Her lively truths attentive we explore, 
Pleas'd we commend, inſtructed we adore. 
Bur of this rare, this eſtimable kind, 
In the great world, few inſtances we find : 
Tho' aiming at it, diſſolute and loud, 
And of the fau ins; they ought to bluſh for, proud; 
How oft we hear ſome witling pert and dull, 
By faſhion Coxcomb, and by Nature Fool: 
With hackney maxims, in dogmatic ſtrain, 
Scoffing Religion, or the Marriage-Chain. 
Then from his common-place book he repeats, 
That Lawyers all are rogues, and Parſons cheats; 
4 Phyſicians ignorant, and Courtiers flaves ; 
“Great Kings but actors, and great Stateſmen knaves 3 
4 That vice and virtue's nothing but a jeſt, 
« And all morality deceit well dreſt; 

“ That life itſelf is like a wrangling. game, no 
«© Where ſome for int'reſt play, and ſome for fame; 
« Whilſt ev'ry gamſter at this board we meet, i, 
© Muſt either be the bubble or the cheat. 

And when this catalogue he has run o'er, 
And empty'd of whipt cream his frothy ſtore, 5 
Thinks he's fo wiſe no So/omon knows more: — 
That the weak texture of his flimſy brain, 

Is fit the weight on / to ſuſtain ; 
In Senates to preſide, to mould the State, 

And fix in England's ſervice, Europe's fate. 

SINCE fuch you'll find moſt men of our degree, 
Excuſe the ignorance appears in me. 

Nor marvel whilſt that ign'rance I rehearſe, 

That ſtill I know n to do't in verſe: 
Guiitleſs of thought, e lock head may compoſe 
This a , as fait as proſe. 
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TH account you aſk, of how we paſs our time: 1 
ba Mo But 
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5 5 And B n juſtice of ſuch lines may ſay, 


His Lordſhip pins a thouſand in à day. 

Such P—e himſelf might write, who ne'er could think : 
He who at Crambo plays with pen and ink; 
And is call'd poet, cauſe in rhime he wrote 

What Dacier conſtrued, and what Homer thought: 


But in reality this jingler 8 claim, 


Or to an author's, or a poet's name, 

A judge of writing would no more admit, 

Than each dull Dictionary's claim to wit; 

That nothing gives you at its own expence, ; 


But a few modern words for ancient ſenſe. 


Tis thus, whene'er P—-pe writes, he's forc'd to go 
And beg a little ſenſe, as ichool-boys do. 

& For all cannot invent, who can tranſlate ; 

No more than thoſe who cloath us can create. 

When we ſee Celia ſhining in brocade, 
Who thinks tis #Z7achclif all that beauty made? 

And P.pe, in his beſt works we only find 

The gaudy Hinchclif of {ome beauteous mind. 

To bid his genius work without that aid, 

Would be as much miſtaking of his tence, { 
As twould to bid vour Hatter make a Head. 

Since this mechanic s, like the other's. pains, 

Are all for dreſſing other peoples brains. 

Bur had he not, to his eternal ſhame, | 


5 E * 3 trying to deſerve a fatriſt's name, 

Prod he gan ne er invent but to defame: 4; 
- Had not his 74e and Riches lately ſhown, : 
When he would talk of genius to — town, | 
E How ill he chuſes, if he truſts his own. 

Had he, in modern language, only wrote 


Thoſe rules which Horace, and which Y74a taught 5 
On Garth or Botleau's model built his fame, Fg 


Or ſold Broome s labours printed with P--pe's name: : 


Had he neer aim'd at any work beſide, 

In glory then he might have liv'd and dy d; 

And ever been, tho” not with genius fir d, 

By School-boys quoted, and by Girls admir d 
So much for P--pe --- And were I not afraid, 


'Tho? I wrote more, that you no more would read, 


I now would try to jumble into rhime, 
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Which one I ſhan't, nor need explain. Adieu. | 


*Twas done, I hope, with good intent, 


Teach virtue to a |-— at ! 


Inſatiable his thirſt of praiſe. 


And leaves plain Engliſh 1 in its ftead ”. 
But “ he can fairly e his "gh pe 5 

And wiſhes “ all coul 

A noble heir, ſpoil'd by 15 _ 

Leaves learning to his elder brother a 

Thus in epitome the Elf 

Has fooliſnly portray d himſelf. 
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But by the manner of your ſ pending you rs, | 
Gueſs -—— and you'll not be very wide of ours. 


For C—ts are only larger families 

The Growth of each, few truths, and many Res: 
Like you we lounge, "qu feaſt, and play, and chatter; * 
In private ſatirize, in publick flatter. i 
Few to each other, all to one point true; 
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The Review; or, the Caſe fairly hated 
on both. Sides. 


H EN grave — thought fit 1 | 3 
And victue teach by ſtated rules, 


In * Latin verſe to ſhew ſome wit, 
(The practice of our antient ſchools) 


But how unlucky the event? 
Or elſe, perhaps, it was in ſport ; 


Shew me the man that 1s devout, 
He for no c was e'er cut out. 
THis Letter did produce an anſwer 
From the young, pretty Id draw-can-ſfir ; 
o poignancy are in his ſtrains, 
Sherpneſ5 ill ſuits his muddy brains. 
Goodnatur'd witling ! he indites 
Full as Heroic as he fights : 
How puerile are all his lays ! 


Learning © deſerts his John -Trot head, 


NExT, 
* Vide, Dr. Sh----n's Latin Letter to the Lord -----. 
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His L...d...p moſt. eh ro ay 
Allos darling, if twere true,, 
Wat he aſſerts to be P. e due. 
/ ̃⅛ek s · N ⁰¹ V 
c Their growth, few truths, and many lies. 1 


eat C....t his L:..d...p's bre. i 
He with C. Mauna muſt be 1 Eh" | 
Tus indigeſted, crude * epiſtle, 

No more in value than a whiſtle, | FED 
ve timely birth to Tit for Tat. £ 
N othing more apropos, more pat. 

Cul of fa tire ſhines, De fe IL ENMSL ISL 
Mixꝰd with true wit, in all; its lines. | is 
Each ſex of ev'ry rank and ſtation, „ 
ls there diſplay'd with approbation ; : „ 
3 Drawn at full length, without a SCREEN, 1 
In proper colours there is ſeen, £54 


His L. .. with a Lady's mein. | 


ae 
* 


* 
——— ́ XæE¶!ñ renner. 


5 

5 
* * 
N 
* 

1 
* 
— 


A * 
1 r FN 
55 = 4 2 % & 45 4 
* * » ng _—_ > — 4 2 
; * . 0 . 19 
* 7 > ” HIT 4 Fes 
w * * & »_T * 7 Ny. 
* * „ £ 
4 1 = * . 
= oY ey ** - 
ET» * 
A 2 r I 7 4 
- 7 % . * g * - 
» 4 - * * * = 4 - 2 
5 * a 
* * 4 j ” b 
. a r 4 - > F-. 0 
"> > + I - - > 4 - 
5 3 £ # : 2 » 
Z — 4 — K — — - by - 7 
1 
hs — 4 * * 
ON 


5 
* 
— — 


